TALES OF DESTINT

the noontide hour. Perhaps I felt that, if by any
chance suspicion had already alighted upon me, I
was taking my life in my hands by entering the
palace; but, trusting to the protection of Allah, I
gave no second thought to any fear of this kind.
" I had not yet reached the palace gates when I
encountered a messenger running in hot haste to
summon me. His highness the maharajah had been
seized with a fit, and the whole palace was in a tur-
moil.

" When I gained the royal apartment I saw at a
glance that the sufferer was beyond human aid. I
could but watch the deep laboured breathing, grow-
ing ever fainter and fainter, until the death-rattle in
the throat proclaimed the end.
" During that hour of watching my soul had been
gravely perturbed, not because of the dying de-
bauchee, but in dread of sinister happenings in the
royal zenana when the news of the maharajah's
demise should come to be announced. But how was
I to give warning without betraying to certain death
the youth and his mother who had sought sanctuary
in my defenceless home ? For there, at the door of the
sick room, stood the captain of the king's body-
guard, Todar Rao, the very man who, I knew, held
his corrupt soldiery in leash for ahy villainy.
" Another high officer of the court, the diwan, had
shared my vigil in the death chamber, and just be-
fore the end came had informed me that it was news
of an attack by budmashes on one of the royal
palankeens that morning in the bazaars that had
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